




















THE HIVE. 


Sn will Honepcomb. 





Qualis apes estate nova per florea rura 
Excercet sub sole labor jccccccccccsccecsscccscee 
Cecccsccceccccccececesecooscocel Uli liquentia mella 
Stipant, et dulci distendunt nectare cellas. 


VIRGIL. 


Our labour such, as when, from flow’r to flow’r, 
The BEE, in newborn summer’s shining hour, 
The toil-sought essence sips, on busy wings, 
And to the ive, her nect’rous treasure brings. 








No. 5.] Lancaster, (P.) Saturday, fune 16, 1810. [Vot. I. 





ANALYSIS OF THE ** CLERGYMAN’s DAUGHTER.” 
(Concluded from page 28.) 


The fourth act developes the busiest action of the plot.— 
Emmeline is secretly informed by Sindall of Theodore’s 
crime, and is requested from reasons of delicacy and af- 
fection to conceal it from her father. She sets out for Lon- 
don immediately, and arrives at the gaming house at the 
moment, when his lordship had contrived to have Theodore 
arrested on a fictitious warrant at the complaint of Gripe. 
The still unsuspecting Theodore is then ostentatiously re. 
leased by Sindall, in the presence of his sister; Gripe is 
severely reproved for his unjust accusation, and the snare 
of gratitude is spread for the innocent heart of Emmeline. 
Theod>re then restores the purse to Gripe, without, how- 
ever, divulging the secret of the robbery.. His monitory 
address to the miser is one df the most forceful and com- 
prehensive lessons of morality, which the stage can boast 
of. Emmeline is sent home under the protection of Mel. 
ville, who, according to a preconcerted plot of his lord- 
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ship, loses his way; and in atempest at midnight drives 
toa forest, where his lordship’s hirelings in the disguise 
of a banditti, stop the cartiagé, and force Emmeline from 
it. Melville is overpowered, when, at the critical moment, 
the heroic Sindall appears, and most valiantly beats off the 
assailants.—Emmeline faints with alarm, and is carried by 
his lordship into ah adjoining and convenient cottage ; 
where Norcross, oné of his lordship’s tools, administers a 
‘“Circean draught” undemthe pretence of a restoring cor- 
dial. But here we shudder, while we draw a veil, as the 
author has delicately done, over this dark scene of ini- 
quity. Immediately on the entrance of Emmeline into the 
cottage, Col. Howland appears, led by the cry of distress ; 
and tho” benighted on his way homewards, in the horrors 
of the storm, pursues the ravishers ; and on the re-éntrance 
of Norcross, overhearing him confess the compunction of 
his conscience at the-crime he had committed, suddenly 
arrests him, and carries him to the next village for exam- 
ination. . 

In the fifth act, while Sindall, having accomplished his 
purpose, is planning a marriage of honor between Melville 
and the deserted Emmeline, Howland discloses to Theo- 
dore the secret of his sister’s disgrace, and of his patron’s 
infamy. Norcross had revealed the plot, and is retained 
to confront the seducer. Sindall is watched to the gaming 
house, which Re enters ; Theodore follows him with a drawn 
sword; and when the injured brother and the polished vil- 
lain meet face to face, we are presented with one of the 
finest scenes in any modern tragedy. A severe recrimin- 
ation then ensues between Simdall and Norcross, which 
ends in a sudden conflict between them, and the “ par no. 
bile fratrum ” die by each others weapons, before Theodore 
can effect his meditated vengeance. 

While this catastrophe is taking place in London, Mel- 
ville has conducted Emmeline to the cottage im the forest, 
under the pretext of a private marriage with Lord Sindall ; 
who, for family reasons, could not publicly lead her to the 
altar. Here Melville presents a letter from Sindall, in 
which he requests herto think of him no more, and ad- 
vises her to keep the hand ef Melville, whom he had “‘pro- 
vided ” to marry her.—She falls at once heart-struck, in the 
agony of despair. Melville offers to re-conduet her to her 
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father’s ; but hearing the voice of Theodore on the stairs, 
he retires overwhelmed with remorse and contrition. 
Theodore has scarcely announced the death of Sindall, 
when her venerable fathér appears. The distress of the 
scene is now very highly wrought; and the sweet wander- 
ings of Emmeline’s mind give new tenderness to the sensi- 
bilities of affection, .The lovely Emmeline ‘at length dics 
of abroken heart; and whenthe curtain fell, there were 
few, who could not exclaim ‘7f you have iears, prepare to 
shed them now.” 


The prologue tothe ‘Clergyman’s Daughter,” which 
follows, was written by the celebrated James VT'EnneL, 
who has recently been engaged in conducting a valuable 
= literary weekly paper (of 16 pages octavo) in Boston, en- 

titled **somETHING,” from which we extract it forthe HIvE. 


A NATIVE plant imvites a native sun, 
It claims an honest warmth, or asks for none. 
No hotbed flattery now will aught avail, 
It lives or dies, as Nature’s breaths prevail. _ 
‘ No eastern breeze bears on its wings its praise ; : 
The West produc’d it, and the West will raise ; 
From other climes its pictur’d scenes are shewn ; 
But, may the pictures only be our own! 
For’tis our author’s chief design to shew 
Those dangers—innocence might never know: 
To trace the vicious error to its source, 
To mark the origin of deep remorse: 
~ The little flatteries, that by art prevail — 
O’er virtuous minds, where proffer’d vice would fail: 
The fault call’d trifling, which to others leads, 
The following lie, which drives to foul misdeeds: 
The sequent dread and horror which unbind, 
The strings of harmony that tie mankind ; 
And last, the irreligious path, which trod, 
Makes man a wretched exile from his God. 
This hi¢ design, he ventures now before ye, 
To tell a simple, plain, domestic story, 
By honest means content his cause to try 
For merit’s triumph, is morality. 
Fearless of losing what may prove his due, 
He trists his fame to viliue, and to you. 

































THE HIVE. 
“Tue SOLITAIRE.” (continued from page 29.) 


He replied: “* That there is a portion of the concerns of 
‘this world allotted to each of us for performance, as a 
“duty, has never been a secret to me; and it must have 
“‘occured to you, that it is by no means an unimportant 
*‘item of that duty to assist one another. There isin the 
‘body natural, a sort of consent between all its parts, ne- 
““cessary to its perfect organization. So it is in the body 
“politic. Whenever a spirit of avarice and of licentious- 
“ness, the prolific parents of every other wickedness, gain 
“a preponderancy in society, the few honest, the few 
“* generous, and the few, who live according to the original 
“purpose of their Maker, meet with none of that concur- 
“trent support, without which society is little better than a 
“frightful assemblage of conflicting vices. They live insu- 
*“‘lated from society, as respects all its comforts, but suf- 
“ficiently near to it to have their full share of its evils. 
“‘ They not only have to combat the perplexities and little 
“‘ miseries, which would be attendant on man in his best pos- 
**siblé state of terrestrial existence ; those minor troubles, 
‘““which would be the thorns beneath the roses of life; 
“but have also to oppose the current of great and substan- 
“*tial misfortunes, which vice ever directs towards defence- 
“less innocence. Never much in love with earth and its 
*‘boasted pleasures, they at length grow weary of the unprofits 
“table warfare. They look back onthe obstacles they 
“‘have surmounted, without complacency, and forward on 
‘*the joyless prospect, without hope. The temperament 
“of their minds is thatof melancholy and sensibility. To 
‘“‘them there is a sort of vacuity of pleasure in the most 
“‘ nerfect enjoyments of life. But when these enjoyments 
‘are few in number and faint in degree, relish for life de- 
“cays, existence hangs heavy upon them, the burden is 
“borne with impatience, till the hand of Death is either 
“sent or sought to end at once perhaps their troubles and 
“their hopes !”—In tears, I exclaimed, with what truth and 
strength have you depicted the inanity of life and its dis- 
tressing consequences! But is there no remedy! Is the 
wounded mind without a balm! Alas, my friend, you have 
looked but on this side the grave, when, if I rightly con- 
jecture, you were about to thrust yourself beyoffd it! Stay 
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thy forbidden purpose and with me,who am but a pension- 
er of an hour on the bounties of a God whom I adore, 
live out the days of thy probation. Learn that religion 
has comforts, that are sufficient for the wounds of the bro- 
ken heart: and learn that he, whose spirit faulters at the 
attacks of vice, will not have fought that “ good fight,” 
which is entitled to an exceeding great reward.—“‘Indeed ”- 
he rejoind, “thou hast re-attached me to life. ‘The tear,which 
‘“‘has long been a stranger to me, has again become the 
*tenant of its channel of sorrow, and I feel a new tender- 
"ness; I feel one tie to life. It has been long since any 
‘thing on earth could excite in me an emotion of tender- 
“ness. The treachery of my friends and malignity of my 
** enemies had at last cut me off from every avenue to com- 
‘fort. Ihave been denied the beggar’s support. Mis- 
“fortune with accumulated force and reiterated strokes 
‘‘has at last brought me to share with the brute the scanty 
‘but unappropriated harvests of the forest.” 


( To be continued. ) 





“TANCASTER FAIR!” 


The fair commenced on Thursday the 7th instant, and’ 
was fortunately terminated on the same day by heavy and 
continued rains. Whatever might have been the utility of 
this custom at the time of its establishment, it is pretty 
well agreed on all hands, even by those, who are most 
benefited by it, that it is one among many other. customs, 
which tends to corrupt the morals of the people. It may 
be described in a few words.—lIt is an exhibition of “learn- 
ed” animals and ignorant people, in which, the former 
act the man, and the latter, the brute-—The following 
note on the ridiculous occurrences of the day is probably 
from the pen of some Lancaster wag, who says in his 
postscript, that it is only one amongst many of his 


“ ADVENTURES AT THE FAIR.’ 
MR. EDITOR, 


As I was passing along street, on the day of 
the “ Fair,” I saw a sign with ““aN EXHIBITION OF WELL 
TAUGHT MONKIES” upon it. Desirous of being intro- 
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duced to a society of wel] taught animals, I went in; but 
cy instead of going to the monkies’ apartment, I by accident 
entered a room, where the. fraternity and sisterhood of 
“* Aip-se-saw”’ disciples, such as mop-wallopers, chimney- 
sweepers, pot-wrestlers, wash-wenches, plough-boys, kitch- 
en-maids and night-brawlers, were most devoutly wor- 
rying themselves to the notes of a broken fiddle and the 
A growling of two dogs. Supposing these to be the Mon- 
} | kies I was in quest of, I said, addressing myself to the 
, man of cat-gut, *‘these monkies bear a very considerable 
resemblance to men and women, but I dont think them 
very ‘* well taught.” —*Monkies!” exclaimed Murphy 
M‘Fiddlestick, ina rage, “but for breaking the tune, which ( 
‘it were a pity to spoil, I'd break your head and mangle 
“‘vour eye-brows.’’I made my escape with all possible speed ; ! — 
| 
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but I had no sooner regained the street, than I was caught 
on three sides by as many strapping country girls, who 
brawled out in English va dutch, for “fairings.” Judge, 
Mr. Editor, of my consternation as well as of their dis- 
appointment, when my three solitary ‘‘fippennybits,” (all 


the money I had, and of course all the ravenous wenches { 
could get) were in an instant metamorphosed into—“‘belly- 
guts !” 





The following lines, which have, with other poetry from 
the same quarter, been complimented by a critic with thé 
deserved praise of possessing “TRUTH, DIGNITY AND PURI- } 
Ty,” are from the literary side of the National Zigis. . 

SABBATH MORNING. 
HOW few of all this hurrying crowd, .. 
Who press to reach the house of prayer ; 


Who seek the temple of their Gop; 
Seek Him, whose spirit hovers there! 


See yon demure and pious maid, 
She surely shews devotion true ; | 
In robes of purity array’d— 
Her bonnet, not her heart, is new! 
To vonder heaving bosom turn, 
Which swells with pious rapture high ; 
With sacred zeal her heart must burn— 
—Ah! trace the coguette’s glancing eye! 
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That grave and stately sage—indeed 
His thoughts must be on Heaven intent: 
But, Heaven, perhaps, in him may read, 
A ponderisg wish for cent per cent ! 


With nimble steps and eager haste, 
‘That pious youth with pleasure view, 

Who fears a single moment’s waste—_ 
His footsteps yonder thaid pursue ! 


Yet who shall dare: presume to raise 
A din of censure, better grudg’d— 
Take, then, the moral of my lays; 
And JUDGE not, that ye be not yupc’p! 
EDGAR. 


ComMPassiIOn—-foR THE HIVE. 


Daughter of Heav’n whose soul can feel, 
For anguish, and, responsive, sigh ; 
Whose kindred sympathy can steal 
The starting téar from sorrow’s eye !. 


Despair forgets her load of grief, 
If thou thy sovereign pow’r impart ; 
And from the burthen finds relief, 
That hangs upon her wounded heart. 


Wan phrenzy droops her flighty wing 
And settles to a lonely calm ; 

Such bland persuasion dost thon bring, 
Compassion, in thy heav’nly balm. 


©! let me search, with thee, the spot, 
Where Poverty with ghastly mien, 

Reigns in the peasant’s humble cot, 
‘The shrivell’d mistress of the scene: 


Or to the frison’s awful gloom, 
Together let us bend our way ; 

Where waiting for their hapless doom, 
The wretched malefactors lay : 


There will I leave me all to thee, 
Do thou my yielding soul inspire ; 
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And may my heart, sweet Seraph, be 
Touch’d with thy flame of genial fire’: 


O! let me not with cruel eye, 
Behold a suff’ring brother’s grief, 

Nor deaf to thy persuasive cry, 
Relentlessly withhold relief: 


That when this wretched body dies, 

And sinks beneath the grave’s controul ; 
Kind Heav’n beyond the stellar skies, 

May have coMPAsston on my soul! 
OTHELLO. 


“* OTHELLO ” is thanked, as well for the compliments he 
has paid us and the proffers of his services (which we 
gratefully accept,) as for the-lines he has sent us. We trust 
to his good sense and poetical ear for our excuse for the 
slight liberty we have taken with his third, twenty-fifth, and 
twenty-ninth lines. 

‘““THappEUs” ‘is received andon our files. Our limits 
and previous arrangements do not admit of an early com- 
pliance with the desires of our literary friends. - Yet they 
should not:lay aside the pen. We like to. have our port- 
folio well filled, that we may arrange its contents at our 
leisure. Will *' THappeus” favor us with his real name? 
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THE HIVE, wiil be issued on the morning of ‘Saturday, 
in each week, and forwarded to subscribers at $2 per annum; 
payavie, ane half at the expiration of stx months and the 
remainder at the end of the year. Should payment be delayed 
beyond the times above specified, 25 cents will be added to the 
sum. Agents willbe appointed at such places, as will best 
accommodate distant subscribers. Subscriptions will be received 
in Langaster, at the post-office and at the office of The Hive, in 
East King-street ; at either of which places communications 
may be left. 

All, who subscribe within 3 months from the date of the 
first number, shall be supplied with a complete file. 

Those, who obtain five subscribers and become accountable 








for the pay, shall receive a copy gratis. 


Our distant friends are desired to be vigorous in their 
exertions and ory in their returns. 


a ——— —_ 


WILLIAM GREERe.ePRINTER. 
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